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the way to death. And thereupon the old King
went away as she desired, moaning and muttering,
and wringing his hands with grief.

So when he was gone, those two lovers sat together
all day long, gazing at each other like the sunflower
and the sun. And he utterly forgot the morrows but
it never left her mind, even for a single instant. And
she made him relate to her his whole life from the
very beginning, drinking in his words, and hanging
on his lips, and watching him keenly, with eyes that
never left his face, holding all the while his hand,
with the grasp of one who knows that her husband
must be led to execution in the evening. And she
said to herself, at every moment: Still he is here:
still he is here. And when the sun set, she sent
for food and delicacies and wine, and led him like
a child with her own hand, tasting herself nothing.
And she surfeited him with the honey of her sweet-
ness and the syrup of her kisses and the nectar of
the young new moon of beauty bathed in the sun
of love, the redder* because of its approaching
set. And all at once, she started to her feet, in the
very middle of a caress. And she stood, listening.
And Aja listened also : and he heard in the silence
the sound of a gong.

* A play on words: meaning also more affectionate.